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There was a pretty good scrap on Court Street when I was in K 3/2--Court Street was 
once vintage opportunism and financial exploitation of America's finest fighting force 
that the City of Jacksonville apparently shut down at some point (I went to Jacksonville 
years later for a civilian job--immediately going to Court Street, of course, | saw it was 
"gone"). Anyway, we were on Court Street--that's embarrassing | know but | was 
unfortunately there (I was there more than that actually, but hoped no one would ever 
know which stripper kept me coming back). We went into this bar you hoped you would 
never die in--it was called something like "Bamboo Fun" or "Monkey's Backyard" or "The 
Catchy Coconut," it was some name the owners thought would get people in the door 
the same as it did in the Philippines; we had some beers, stood around looking like 
goobers--looking stupid and out of place a traditional side hustle for 03's--we weren't 
looking for trouble, it was a quiet, pathetic night for K 3/2 because it was probably a 
Tuesday--we clearly had nothing to do by being on Court Street in the first place. We 
usually didn't go, and in fact, got away from Jacksonville as often as possible but seeing 
"Dien Bien Phu For You" we couldn't resist. Then this tiny-like Asian woman comes in-- 
this other Asian tiny lady comes from behind the bar right away--I recall the place 
wasn't that packed (because no one else in the world wanted to die in there, either); 
they start going at it like two kittens fighting over a filet mignon (I think it was some sort 
of turf issue, who knows, that's what it seemed to be from the start). It's how | 
immediately learned I'd been lied to by Hollywood for years--other Asians didn't come 
out of the woodwork with some serious kung-fu. That doesn't happen in real life. In fact, 
what happened next was Lance Corporal Ice (you ever wonder what those jarheads 
were doing behind the bar--I saw people like that often--maybe their MOS was Ice 
Machine Replenishment); anyway, Lance Corporal Ice got involved in the fight, too--it 
looked like he worked there. He tried breaking-up what was soon a serious cat-fight 
featuring Little Brown Fighting Machines--they're hard to pry apart, believe me. That's 
when we thought to get out of there so began to do so, but a cop must have been 
around or outside so got wise to trouble at "The Happy Rice." He tries getting in to 
break it up or arrest Someone, as we're trying to leave (so couldn't) but the woman from 
behind the bar--who'd sent the interloper packing--she was slamming the door on the 
cop's arm as he's trying to get in--as a result, he's spraying this little can of spray all 
over the place too, but he missed her entirely because she's about knee-high, anyway 
(so would be hell on your knees and below if you ever pissed her off). After we left, via 
POV, my eyes started burning--we'd gotten a taste of the mace but didn't know it 
because it didn't hit until later--the more | rubbed the worse it got. It went away but 
stung like a bitch until it did. Whenever | tell someone I've been maced before | never 
say "I was on Court Street..." If you say that people will never talk to you again-- 
especially if they're Jacksonville City Council--but if you say "I was in a bar in 
Jacksonville, North Carolina..." they're already believing your "mace story." 


